THE   WILY   LARK

I watched you, innocent,

Rising aloft

On beauty bent;

Starring the soft

Sussex twilight,

Till lost to sight.

I watched you drop

On weary -wings

Towards the beacon top,

^With twitterings

All silent now

Near the hilTs brow.

I watched you pass your iiest

That lay just where

The downs' crest

Dipped to a layer

Of misty bluebell

In a hidden dell

And, without delay,

Land quietly,

JMany yards away;

Then, furtively,

SteaLall unseen

Home through the green.